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Conſtance and Anthony * 9 5 
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A New Northern Story. 1 


| Of Two Conſtant Lovers, as I underſtand, 


Were f, near APPLE BT ein Weſtmoreland - 


The Lad's Name ANTHONY, CONSTANC Eibe Laß, 


To Sea they both went, and great danger did pass. 
| How they ſuffer d Shipwreck on the Coaſt of Spain, 
For two 7 ears divided, and then met again, 
By wonderful Fortune, and mere Accident, 
And noù both libe at bome in Joy and Content. 
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"WO baer in the North, 


Conttance and Anthony, , 


Of them wil now ſet forth 
A gallant hiſtory: 
They wy'd exceecing well, 
As prarnily doch appear, 
But that wich 1 Hall te. l, 


Ihe like you weer dd hear, 


Still ſbe cries Anthony, 
My onny Anth my, 
Lieng thou by land or ſea 
'F igang aleng with thee, 


8 
J His cahing doth him bind; 
My Conſtance dear, quoth he, 


She ſer 
- Furti 


Anthony muſt to ſea, | 


I mult leave thee behind. 
I prithee do not grieve, 

Thy tears will not prevail; 
In think on thee, my (wert, 


8 When our ſhip's under U. | 
; Bui ill ths cries, Sc. 
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How may the t be, quoth he? 
Conhdet weil the calc, 
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Quot wi Sweet Katy, 
P11 bide not in ths place: 
11 thou gang fo will J. 
Of the means do dot doubt; 
A woman's policy 
Great matters may find 'Out, 
Still ſhe cries, 3c. 


[ 


I would be very 0 

But prithee tel me now. 
I'll dreſs me like a lad, 

What ſayꝰ ſt thou to me now? 
The Sea thou canſt not brook. 

Yea, very well, quoth ſhe, 
I'll be a ſcullion to thy cook, 

For thy ſweet company. 

Sill ſhe Cries, &c. 


Anthony's leave ſhe had, 
And dreſt in man's array; 
She ſeem'd the blitheſt lad, 
Seen on a ſummer's day. 
O ſee what love can de 
At home ſhe will not bide ; 
Wich her true love {he'd go, 
Let weal or woe betide. 
Still ſhe cries, &c, 


In the ſhip 'twas her lot 
To be the under cock, 
And at the fire hot 
Great pains ſhe took. 
She ſerved every one, 
Fitting to their degree, 
And now and then alone, 
She kiſſed Anthon 
Still the cries, K. 


Alack- and. a- well · a- lay | 
By tempeſt on. the main, 
Their Ship was caſt away 
Upon the coaſt of i 
To the metcy of the waves 
They all committed were, 
Conſtance her own ſelf faves. 
4 hen She Cries for WM dear. 


Print * a Son Alena chat. ud f 


Seip ing upon a plank, 


At Bilboa ſhe got a ſhorc, 


Firit ſhe did heaven thank 


Then ſhe lamented ſore. 


O woe is ne! ſaid the, 


The ſaddeſt loſs alive, 


M 3 Anthony, 


ow on the ſea doth drive, 
Still the crive, &c. 


What will 3 45 of me? 


Why did I ſtrive for ſhore 
= Since my ſweet Anthony, 


I never thall ſee more. 
Fair Conftance, do not grieve, 
The tame good providence 
Hath faved thy lover ſweet, 
But he his far from hence. 
Still ſhe cries, &c. 


A Spaniſh merchant rich 
daw this fair ſeeming lad, 
That did lament ſo much. 
And was fo grieveous ſad, 
He had in Enfant been, 
And Engliſh underſtood, 
He having heard and ſeen, 
He in amazement ſtood, 
Still ſhe cries, &c. 


The merchant agk'd her, 
W hat was that Anthony ? 
Quoth the, My brother, Sir, 


He came from thence with me. 


He-did her entertain, 
Thinking ſhe was a boy. 
Two years the did remain 
Beiore the met her joy. 
Still he cries, &c. 


Anthony up Was taken, 
By an Engliſh renegade, 
With whom he did ren ain 
At the ſea toving trace, 
In te nature of a flave, 
. Hz did the galley row, 


Me n ce Hπ e een 


$2 Thus he his life did fave, 


But Conſtance did not know. 
Still the cries, &c. 


Now mark what came to pa ſa, 
See how the fates did work 

A ſhip that her maſter's was 
Surpriz'd this Engliſh Turk. 

And into Bilboa brought | 
All that aboard her were, 

Conſtance full little thought 
Anthony was ſo near. 


Still ſhe cries, &c. 


When they came on ſhorc, 
Anthony and the reſt, 

She who was ſad before, 
Was now with joy poſſeſt. 

The merchant thus did muſe, 
At this fo ſudden change, 

He did demand the news, 
Which unto him was. ſtrange. 

Still the cries, . 


Upon ber knees ſhe fell 
Unto her maſter kind; 


8 And all the truth did tell, 


Nothing ſhe kept behind: 
At which he did admire, 
And in a ſhip of Spain, 
Not paying for the hire, 
He ſent them home again, 
Seill ſhe cries, &c. 


"The Span iſh merchant rich, 
Did of his bounty give 

A ſum of gold, on which 
They now do bravery live. 

And now in Weſtmoreland 
T tix y were jdin'd hand in · hand. 


Conſlance end Anthony, 


They l ve in mirthard. glee, 


Srill ſhe ci tes & nthony, 
My benny Anthony, 
Kind providence we ſee, 
Hach guided ther and, ” 
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